THE    TRAIL    BACK
to be seen, and rocks stood forth. Tomorrow a stream would
run noisily past, and in this slow-moving world would give an
unwonted impression of haste. Islands were baring themselves
to our sight. Valleys appeared. All that before had been
smooth and flat was now hollow and humped. For the man
living there, the Arctic has two topographies, one of winter, the
other of summer, and to the traveller who knows only one, the
other is unrecognizable.
In winter this land is white and clean; the snow purifies it.
In this season it is repellent, sordid, haggard. All the skull-like
stones strewn over the barren tundra grin in the dead landscape
of summer. As far as the eye can see, all is brown, black,
lugubrious. The Post itself seems deep in a welter of ashes and
garbage now uncovered by the thawing of the successive drifts
of winter. What filth we ourselves, without knowing it, were
responsible for! The ignoble tins flung heedlessly out-of-doors;
the empty jam-pots; the rotten potatoes—all this is present
suddenly to disgrace us.
Waiting here for a team to haul me back Outside, I chopped
wood for want of something better to do. During several nights
— for I did my chopping at two in the morning — I swung the
axe by lamplight. But as the days went by the lamp became
unnecessary and we had the light of the sky all through the
night.
One of the most curious things was our resistance to sleep.
'Bedtime? Really?' Angus and I would say to each other;
and still we would not go to bed. Why, I do not know, but it
would have been a lesser annoyance to go to bed during the
day. I would lie down in my clothes. From the other side of the
partition I would hear Angus stir. He was as sleepless as I was.
We had solemnly said good-night, yet neither of us would sleep.
His door was open, and so was mine. Every door now was open.
Like animals, we had hibernated: now we were ready to emerge.
Sleep would not come. I would get quietly out of bed and go
out-of-doors to sketch. Something was going on out there,
something that was not normal: I had to be part of it*
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